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[ ELL, Baintree, how many rifles this
time?™ said I, wits = laugh, as 1
reached ferth to grasp Iz mascu-
lar hand, the hscd that, ts me,
seemed to have been macde only to
grasp tho pommel of a sword. He

nad seen me as [ came toward him; his lean length

unlimbered and the hawk face lighted vp npleas-
satly.

“How many could you deliver 0oa ‘he cars in
‘¥our town within 2 week—and no questions
.asked?” he retorted, quickly, more than half in
earnest.

Baintree, to all outward appearzzuces, was In-
offeniive. Yet Germany’s sccerat police uzd sent
.. detailed reports of bis movemenis lo the Emperor
in persop while he was within the btorders ~f the
empire; he had been obliged te leave the Flowery
Kingdom under governmenial anuspice: England
looked upon him with disfavor dacause of a certa'n

" intimacy with fameson and others in South Africa;
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I came back fo New York
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‘them to fight it out

w that there were

- to hear from

Hl!ﬂi_. when a kingdom, found reason io com-
plain of him to the United States; Formosa knew
him; Constantinople would have pons of kim, aud
when last I heard from
him. he was on his way
to Russia—"Tn the hope
that I may be spared to
Pay my respects to the
Mikado,” he wrote. Now,
here he was seated in the
lobby of the most prom-
inent hotel in New York,
ma-btodh' cursing =
‘world ungrateful emough .
to remain peaceful six
mpuths at a time. Bain-
tree was poss=ssed of a
martial wanderlust.
““No,"” he said, In an-
‘swer to my question, T
am no emissary this time.

on personal business—
family affairs, you know.
‘Even we wanderers hayve
family affairs sometimes.
For a brief period I ac-
tually was heir to a for-
tune; but, alas, there
‘were other heirs who
thought I had no right fo
the shekels, and, sooner
than Have trouble in the
family, ' T chucked the
‘whole matter up and left
among themselves.”™

This was not wholly
the “truth. 1 afterward

Awo' other beneficlaries
sunder the will of his
‘aunt (it was a spinster
aunt who had willed him
her property), and when
| discovered that
5 a cripple, he ab-

me he was just waiting
: “certain
quarters,” and confidently expected that “some-

L5 “.ln._‘ might turn up.”

"Koe'p_ your weather eye peeled, Colin,” he said,
with his queer grating laugh, “or you may miss the

3 mortnnity of disposing of anmother big consign-
~ment of those very bad rifles of yours.”

This always was his joke. Twice he had sud-

~ denly. appeared on Broadway, had pald cash down

for stock rifles to'be delivered in a certain time—
always in a hurry—and the last time, so he jok-
ingly insists, the rifles we sent him did more dam-
age to thelr owners than to the enemy. -

"]

It soon developed that he had nothing to do for
the evening except contain his soul in patience,
@and, as I had concluded my business, we arranged
for a quiet visit. A chance inquiry about a mutual
friemd brought forth the story of the last of his
meany queer adventures.

“Carstairs? Yes, he's still attached to the em-
bassy at Tokio. I saw him there a few months
ago.. By the way, Colin, you remember Lombard,
the correspondent who went with me to Central
America when—that time? Undoubtedly you read
of his déath? Shot down in the streets of Tokio
in a drunken brawl, the dispatches said, and the
Foreign Office substantiated this version after care-
ful investigation.”

There was a world of contempt and sarcasm in
the last two words. 1 nodded. I remembered the
story well, for it had created considerable com-
ment in official circles here.

“Well, that was a lie; one of many,” he went
on, settling himself in his chair. “To give you the
inside history of that affair, I will go back a bit;
back to Mukden, in fact, just after the Japs oc-
cupled the city. The slege lastéd—how many
weeks was it? The exact time escapes me now,
but it was a long time. You can {magine the tur-
moil and confusion in that half-starved city, with
every man looking out for himself, and the devil
take the hindmost.

“Undoubtedly it would have gone hard with me
had there been anyone on the fleld staff who re-
membered me. That little affair—you remember!
As it was, I would have had a hard time explain-
ing why I, an American, bore arrd'n""'fq_r Russia, had
it not been for Lombard. He was oyt {here for
a New York mewspaper, as you ‘kp‘g_w':l was caught
with the forces in the city, and couldn't get out
When he learned of my predicament, he gave me

B the credentials of an artist who had yoomed with
" Bim and who had gome down to the coast before

the fuss started about the town. That made me
safe ‘enough, provided that I was not recognized.
When we had been investigated And received our
passes from headquarters, we had the run of the

THE GOOD

town. 1* was in one of our nczlarzal ra~iies that
we mel the gi*l—yer, there's a Firl 'n this story:
gl.2's the story. It was at nighi, == I say, thal we
met ‘ke =irl *or the first time. §

“There were few vehicles Jeft-in" the town, and
most of ticse that were 1 were beiug Lurried
toward the front as provisied cifts. agwhen we
Aeard tas rumble of wheels'at That tHma bf night.
and azaw a real, i‘houngbk dilapidated . broughsm,
drawn by a pair of horses {that evidenily had heec
requisitione! from the arilllery, harness and all,
we Wwere somewhat gurprised.

“When tho broughzm was not more than a huan-
dred feet away ihere was a shot; the off-horse
stumbied zod fell. Then there was a scurry of
fcet and = numter of <arz ferme perhans ten coT
twalvs, Tushed toward the carviage. Surprise after
su-prise. Thera was a womaa's scream, suddenly
stifled, ced, by commen impulse, Lombard and 1
drew our zuns and ran toward the disturbance.
Lombard fired on the run and downed one man
cn the outskirts of the little crowd. I cpened up.
and both of us emptied six shots into the mass be-
fore it bioke. ZEven in the heat of the moment I
- ]

“HANDED HER INTO THEIR CARRIAGE.”

was forced t0 note the accuracy of the return fire;
when I came to think it over, I—well, anyway, it
was good shooting, for I had several close calls
and Lombard was scratched twice. There "were
several dark forms on the ground, when, obeying
a sharp command which seemed to come from the
carriage itself, the bunch scattered. One of the
forms proved Lo be the girl; she-had fainted.

“Lombard picked her up and carried her to the
brougham, and, as he was about to put her in, he
stopped with an exclamation of surprise. 1 looked
over his shoulder and there on the seat inside, as
calm and collected as you are now, sat one of the
Jap officers on the general staff—one that came on
with fresh troops for garrison duty only two or
three days before.

“ “Well, by thunder!’ said Lombard in English,
‘this infernal scoundrel sat here and didm't lift a
finger to help the girl.’ :

“He went on with more in the same strain, for
he was very impulsive, Lombard was, neveg think-
ing that the Jap officer understood English.” What
he said wouldn't ‘look well iIn print, and I'll bet
you, or any other man with a drop of good, red
blood in his veins, would have shot him ‘in his
tracks for the hailf of it. But- the Jap sat-there
mute in the semi-gloom until Lombard stopped for
breath; then he moved a bit on the seat.

*“If you have quite finished,” he said in excellent
Engilish, ‘you may place the young lady on the
seat. Then direct the patrol this way, if you will
be so kind, so that we may get on."

“Lombard was thunderstruck. He stood with
his foot on the step, the girl resting partly on his
knee as he held her in his arms. After a time he
spokg.

“‘Understand that 1 retract nothihg, you cow-
ardly cur,” he said, and began hurling epithets at
him. '

“There was no use in making a bad matter
worse, so I interrupted him. The patrol, attracted
by the shots, was coming along, anyway, and I
thought it was time we were moving.: Understand,
ncither of us had seen what the girl was like up
to this time. One of the lap robes of the brougham
had been thrown over her head, 2nd though Lom-
bard had pulled it aside wken he picked her up,
yet her face was in shadow. She gave a long sigh
just about then and strugglcd to rise. Lombard
spoke to her in English to soothe her, just as he
had spoken to the Jap officer at first, not knowing
or caring whether she understocd. So that both of
us were surprised again when she spoke.

“ “Let me down, please,’ she said in English, too,
and as clamly as if she had nqmed a drink of
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water. ‘There is no further need of holdiag me;
I have guite Tecovered.’

“*Americac, by the Lord!’ cried Liombard, in
hic !mpulsive way; then, as the corpcral in charge
of the patrol squad came wp with his lantern, and
we saw her face: ‘No, English; 1"l be damned.”

“*You may be darpned,” s=!d she, and she ac-
taally laughed; ‘but I’m ncilher one—just cocmo-
poiitan.’

“She stepped into tihe brougham, and once agxin
T.ombard allcwed ais impulses to run away with
him. . ;

““You don't inezn to say that you are going <n
with him when he—" he began, passionately.

““Hush!" cried ine girl, and she put out her
han! and covered hic mouth, her face suddenly
grown serious. ‘I heard you—I was conscious—
ard you've scid more than enough now. You're a
cizve maan, colopel— "’ '

Baintree stopped abruptly at my look of won-
der. “Yes,” he said, ‘“she called him colonel,
thougii he never knew why, and—but that came
later.”” Then he went on:

“*“You're a brave man, colonel,” the girl re-
peated, *and I love you for it; but don’t be fool-
hardy. 1t's your reputation, 1 know, but for lhis
cace, for my s=ake, forgo it. I (hank you for what
vou zhd vour friend have done, and you may be
sure 1 shall not forget it.”

“By this time a new horse—I don’'t know where
ii carse from—was in the iracesg, znd they moved
c:-lo

Bai«tree leaned back in his chair and cgain filled
his pipe. ;

“There never was a minute after that.,”” he con-
tinued, after he had smoked for some time In re-
trospective silence, “so long as we remained in
Mukden, that we were not under surveillance.

“Ouly a few days later we were t':ourteounly bat
very pointedly. informed that the good of the ser-
vice required our presence in Tokio.

“Wgs went to Tokio; there was no help for it.
I made a tentative proposal looking toward Amer-
lca, but they lazughed at me. We were treated
well— -and constantly watched. One day Lombard
returned to our hotel flushed and excited.

“‘I've seen her, John,” he cried, hardly waiting
to get inside the door. ‘I've seen her—in a car-
riage-—with that cur again—and she saw me and
turned pale—and he saw me and scowled—and—
and—and—say, what the devil do you make out
of this, anyway?’ .

“Naturally, I needed no explanation. I waited
until e had calmed down a bit, and then we talked
it over. By this time, of rse, I had some sus-
picion as'to why we weré Wwatehed. But I did not
téll Lombard.

“When we received invitations to one of the
jubilee functions ordered by the Court, I should
have 9een warned.

“Tke event was one that called out the best the
capital afforded. Royalty was represented, the
military and the diplomatic corps turned out en
masse, and there were a few especially favored
foreigaers like ourselves. Lombard was openly
happy when finally the girl put in an appearance,
followed by the inevitable Jap, who was none other
than the colonel again. She bowed to us gracious-
ly, but try as we might, we never could get close
to her. Once she smiled in a hopeless sort of way
and shrugged her pretty shoulders when she saw
we were watching. Finally, though it was early,
she and her escort rose to leave. At the doorway
she turned for an instant, looked directly toward
where we were standing, and motioned with her
head, a barely +discernible movement. It was
enough for Lombard.

“I fullowed him, naturally, and when we reached
the head of the stairway we saw the Jap officer
handing her into their carriage. She looked up
at us, nodded and smiled. Lombard flushed like
a schoolboy, and with a schoolboy’s impetuosity
he rushed down the stairway and across to the
driveway.

*‘He had almost reached the carriage when there
was a flash and a report from the dark interior,
and poor Lombard plunged forward on his face
and lay motionless. I think, perhaps, I lost my
head chen; in any event, I, like an inexperienced
boy, unarmed as I was, rushed to the carriage.

“‘Fool! Fool!” I heard the girl say in shrill
anger, unmindful of the ears that might hear: ‘he
is not the one. It is the other, the man with the
beard.’

““There was another flash from the carriage, and
—well, this red welt at the neckband of my shirt
attests the Jap’s markmanship. The driver whipped
up his team and the carriageé dashed madly away
before I could reach it. !

“Poor Lombard never knew what hit him. There
was noise, and the police, and all the rest of it.
1 could do him no good by remsimning, and I had
my own neck to save; s0 I made away in the con-
fusion  and gained' the +<hotel without hindrance.
Then came Carstairs, horrified, to know what ac-
tion they should take. Ftold him the whole story,
and he agreed with me that I was in a tight hole.
You see, Carstairs., whose frivolity is but a cloak,
knew the old story, too. 1 went with him to the
embassy, was sworn in as one of the secretaries
the same day, which was Tuesday, and was or-
dered home on Thursday, & half-hour before the
boat sailed.”

Baintree laughed, a low, bitter, grating laugh;
arose and paced up and down the room with nerv-
ous strides. Perhaps I may have been a trifie
stupid, but T didn't fully grasp the salient points;
1 couldn’t discover a motive, and after racking my
train for a time, I told Baintree that I couldn't
understand.

“Of course,
fingers through his hair;
personal note in his voice. “How should you
know? . Years ago, just after China had been
beaten., T was ordered to leave the country because
they thought I was—well, that's immaterial; they
got all my papers then, but they couldn’t take what
I carried away in“mny head. Had Russia been able
to get within their boundaries—but that. too, is
immaterial. They arc wise, those Japs, and they'll
not chance a war with Uncle Sam—not vel. 1t

I were tp die in an accident—or a ‘drunken brawl,’
as did poor Lombard, whom that blundering ass
mistook for me, why, that would be the end.”
“But Carstairs knew about Lombard’s death;
why didn't he—"
“Carstairs is a diplomat, Colin.”
“But the girl, Baintree,” 1 cried
“what of her? BSurely she was not—"
“The girl, my boy,"” he said, wearily patient, “is
one of the most valuable assets of their secret ser-
vice. And what they think I know is a menacc to
the ‘good of the service.” Let's go to bed.”

of course,” he said, running his
there was a vague, im-

in despair;

OF THE SERVI

Thé Rector’s Fee

By Blaackhe 1. Goell

HE rertocr was weary acd worz., :ie sat
at his study. table, arnd x deep =rviakle
made a furrow beiwcen hig Bue oee, It
wag pot his Sunday scriaon wkiza ocea-
gioned his worry. Oh, no! “hzt vras
neatly written &nd safuly tuczal away

in a pigecnbole o! his desk. %“Lke rictiu’s Lead

rested upon bic hawnds and n's Fgarze *e'i dewnword
on = little pile of marcss. Zo te!l tha i:=th, ther
were bills. Yez, bitls. Eula fer ceal, and billsc for
lght, =:d bills for ficd. It was amazing hoyw they
mounted Lp. ¥or the rietor iived vy 2imply aca
all alvigp. save for Lis old servam!, Fiantah, and
the for.orn walfs of socfety whom he iasisted uLon
bringicg Fome tc feed and shelter until he coald
sct them on thilr feet. Duf lac rector sid bot

remember these wvisitors. and o!d Haz-ubh. who
Ep?ttcred anl grambl:a over each naw one, wns
no. tkere al the moment o remind him. E£a the

rec'_crl puz::'l-;g T tke eacrbitamt ameun: tonat it
took to provide a man with the maie neocssities.

For tke caly luxary the rector eallowed timse'r
Wwas an ccvossional Sew heck.
Then his Iips broxe into a litile smile. Those

dear parizhiorers of kis! They bad called Lim to
be tbe head of a big church in a'big cily. The ciiy
was dig enouzh to have a very biz =ium distriet.
That was the tking the rector could not ferget. He
bert all his enerzies toward its bettermen:. And
thogo dear parizhioners!—they were not very rich,
but ther did their best. They alwazs had some
subscription paper going the rounds, and. they
always brought it to the rector to head with his
signature ‘and apoproval. © And 'the rector z!ways
did. He read the pathetic announcement, iistened
to the heartrending tale, and invariably seized his
Pen to put himself down as the first subscriber.
That was where the trouble lay; the rector was
too generous. But he would never have believed
you if ybu had told him that.

His fingers hovered above the little silver bell.
He would ring for Hannah, and together they
would discuss the possibility o lesgening such ap-
palling consumption of butter and sugar and coffes.
But at that moment Hannah herself appeared in
the doorway and saved him the trouble.

“There’'s a couple out here who want to be
married, gir,”” she an-
nounced.

“Show them in, Han-
nah, show them in.” said
the rector, cheerily, and
waited for the approach
of the wedding party.

Piloted by Hannah,
they came. The rector
surveyed them keenly.
The prospective groom
was of decided Hebraic
countenance; his race
could not be mistaken.
But the woman was not
of his race. She was per-
haps thirty years old, not
pretty, but with a face
which interested the
clergyman at once. It was
a face such as he liked—
plain - and strong and
good.

He askad the prelimi-
nary questions, satisfied
himself as to the propri-
ety of the marriage,
brought forth his register
and proceeded. with the
ceremony.

Isaac Borofsky beamed
radiantly as the clergy-
man pronounced the cou-
ple man and wife. He
turned to his bride as if
to kiss her. And then he
hesitated. His hand
sought his trousers
pocket, and he brought
forth a little bag. It was
made of cheap black
cloth, gathered together
at the top by =a string.
Something - jingled as he
put it on the table. The
rector, hearing the rattle
of the coin and watching
the triumphant satisfac-
tion upon the Jew’s face,
decided that the sum-
total of th® jingling coin
might amount to a dol-
lar. But he thanked the
bridegroom very cour-
teously.

The groom, turning
again for the consumma- _
tion of the deferred kiss,
knocked the little bag
from the table. It was quite by accident,
iittle bag fell to ihe floor, the string which gath-
ered the top burst, and the coins fell upon the
floor. They were very bright and yellow and shiny.
The rector thought they were new coppers.

“Mein Gott!” exclaimed the bridegroom, =nd
once more the nuptial kiss was deferrad, as he
sroped upon the floor. The coinis were recovered.
There were five of them in all. Pufiing aund pant-
ing from his exertions, he rose to his feet and laid
the coins upon the table. The rector's eyes gTew
big with astonishment. They werc twentiy-dollar
gold pieces—and five of them!

The impatient groom was preparing once more
for the first kiss, bul the rector seized him by the
arm. .
“My dear sir, you must have made a mislake.
Those are twenty-dollar gold pieces.” i

Isaac Borofsky turned with a littie sigh of re-
gret, though his eyes beamed with complacent sat-
isfaction. .

“PDat iss right,” ho agreed. "1 kEnow it. )

The rector cast a look of perplexity upon him.
The donor of this wealth did not look opulent; his
clothes were very plain and inconspicuous. “It I3
too much.” he said, gently, and waved his band
with a little gesture of refusal. “I could net ac-
cept such a fee from ¥ou. It would be too muth
to take even one of ihese cecins. It would not be
right.” z 2

Mr. Borofsky laid beth hands upon his wife, one
upon each arm. But he turned his head and looked
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“THE BRIDEGROOM GROPED UPON THE FLGOR.™

i - e
But the T me—ach, Himmel! it is jugt two weeks this night

Lo oeaid,
 Zut L osi’
cdord il Lod

et the reetor steadily, it iss got pane-"”
solemn!y. ‘It i8s ein huencert dolic-.
iz o you. l—Issac Brroey—I can
mein Sfrau—" He tarued Srera abs s.etor aud
zazed at nis wile; en Le bent fcrwa=d and Le-
cared he Jonged-ior kisa wiilhh a s:gh of 1iptura.
Piven he Jcoked aroaad., *“"Una rzewu fccu plusiy 's
warth .Y :

The so.d pleces werp u veritable zod:ead
rector. He setiled &:l ‘le housesoid ills, skbich, .
after all, were not & very Mipe, p-nided houje-
W4 pDassnee for a oich cld ITien womer.. reontded
a ferlorn littls st ect wrohin from Z3evvaflor and
fol aim- up <8 a vootbask, Filv. 5 hascs (© go o
nigal school. Iie ressailed 1 3 hundroa Dt devas
of ehayty, for the paristicners, tiouga (he, were
gonercus =od thoughtlul—Lzar, o0 pevile, evers
cae af thro.—did not wans s Disi-ernnary Fand
g enough to havsr s.. »is deofis,

It wee two Wwwilks from iLe 2reniny when tho
rector Eaq mars <) fssar B otrfax:. s sat at nig
dess 3ud read tre 2grwal {02 1le Savpors of Mand

ta the

Eabies. Hia tende: nesr: was icu-hed. The siosies
were Leartreadinge =2 vairted to help tiam =0
mwuck. BHut, a%s! the Iis rerlernary Furné wan
€mpLy. e
With the bhresquevess of:.an o:d and privileged

Jdomest =, Flansal arpearad 2i the doorway. :

“Ttal mna 13 out here,” ate znuoucced; “the
man rou married tvo weeks ogo. MHe wiches to
seo you.”

“Zhew him in, Hanznsah,” dfrected the recter.
But bz mind was not as <9im =g hiz tonu. Of courss
ihe man had ccrme back for his menay. He ought
never to kave accepted 4. It wsg too much. ket
he had taken it: and werss, ha had spent it! ’l.'g
rector grew ss rad 2= if he had besn guilty of an
actual thefi.
upon his ferehead. It would be a long time bLe-
Ifona he could refund that
lars. -

. o Pies '
The dcor cpened and Fsasc Rorofsky sauntered

ir. There wss a jubi'snt swagger ic his gait, a
rtinmshant eemnlasency in kis face. Enut the poor
recier was toe -merveu« to see #his. He was only

aware of a vengef:! Shrlock cemanding the :'usto-'r 3

ration of his dcceats. 3
Mr. Borofsky :d- anced sieadily to the middie of
the room. He wrurns ‘he rector’s outsiretched
hand »igorously.
gratiating smile.
of hiz suavily. £
“How iss you, Herr Docto=?" ke inquired, cheer-
fully.. **Perhaps you‘'does not remember me. - T am

Tiis tnick 1ips parted in an in-

,

Grent heads of perspiralios stood out .
dreadful huncdred dots

Matrimony had not rcbbed him

. Isaac Borofsky. You gifs me the honor to marry

Do you remember?”’ i
“Yes, 1 recall,” answered ihe unhappy clergy=-

m=zn. Those hateful gcld coins scemed to rattie
over the floor again. He wished he had never seen
them. But, then!—they had sent ihe old Irisa

woman home io dic in peace in the mother-conn- o
try; they oad siaried Ifttle Pete with a ciean bl].l.._

in life; they had dcne so iauch! And now this

man wanted themn back. "'53,

“Do vou remember the moneys that I gif you?
The gold coins? The hundert dollar?”
the inexorzble iaterrogatopr. .

“I remember.” The thread that suspended the
sword of Damocles wos about to break. 7

“T tells you Mzria was worl it. Ach, T was
wrong! I made one riistake! [T think Maria was
a zoed woman. Ach Hiameil! I aid noi Enow her!? .
The speaker breathed a deepn sigh, One fas Land™
sourht kiz tronsers’ pocket. Ont eaws annther
litile black bag, duplicate of <the first. Sore-
thing jingled ns he thoist it into the dersrmans
hznd. “Du lieber Goil! mein fraw—piy Movia 18550
cne engel. Din hundert doller! She fefmel’ raore

ia honest

Isaac Lorofsky

ta Tundert

gets. She is. better ifhan 1 kpew. T
dollar? I is much! I thnnzht i was czouch.,
Himmel! It is not so. it is {oo ljitle. I hiriag:
vou ein other hundert dollar. Toke ft! Meriz &

worth it!"

And that was how thﬂ’ recter was gble to
the subscription for the Biind Babies with a gener-_
0Ouns snm. ~ .- =

pursued :n L

He patz for vhal Eeos




